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SHAKSPEARE ON THE STREETS. 
(See ** King Henry the Fourth,” Act III., Se. 1.) 





“ Glendower (to Hotspur). Cousin, of many men, 


I do not bear these crossings.’’ 





THE BLOOM OF LONDON (COUNTY) PRIDE, 
(The Unreported Report of a Meeting that never Met.) 


Tae Council had met, and were considering the election of 
Aldermen. There was a goodly gathering, and in the centre sud- 
denly appeared a Personage that seemed a combination of leaders 
from newspapers, House of Commons hes, and old traditions. 

“Tam Pu lic Opinion!” thunde’ the Personage, and then it 
became known that it was the desire of Public Opinion that the 
Councillors should give their individual views on the subject of the 
election of Aldermen. 

“Well,” said the Member for West Marylebone, looking through 
his pince-nez, and smiling, ‘‘I cannot help feeling that some one 
should be selected—who has entertained Her Masesry to five o'clock 
tea.” 

‘You mean Sir Rearnatp Hanson,” observed the Member for the 
Strand, ‘‘ and I don’t agree with you. Give me an Alderman who 
can organise a procession that will do credit to the City like-—” 

“Mr. Aveustus Harris,” put in one Member of the City, with a 
- ‘* But you have horses. I know the very man to attend to 
them.” 

“You mean the Earl of Rosenery,” added the other Member for 
the City. ‘* Well, perhaps, yes; but horses are not so interesting 
as ants or bees. not get a good Naturalist, and some one who 
admires the Bank Holiday Movement.” 

_“ Like Sir Jomw Lusnock, for instance,” murmured the Member 
for Haggerston. ‘‘ Yes; but we must do something more than look 
at horses; we must tackle Mayors—Lord Mayors; and as for ants, 
why the ’aunts of the City Companies (as a Cockney would say) 
should be our game. Now, for an Alderman, we could not select 
anyone better fitted for the post than that earnest reformer, Mr.——” 

“‘FirtH!” lisped the Member for St. George’s, Hanover Square. 
“I think Frera thould be lasth! Now a Volunteer——” 

_ “Who is first-rate at organisation—that’s what you mean,” 
interrupted the Member for Woolwich. ‘‘ Yes, I know; but you 
won't find him in Howarp Vincent— you had better far take me!” 

“ What’s the Huenes ’” was the frivolous commentary of Public 
Opinion —the mood of Public Opinion is very changeable. The 
Voice continued, in a more earnest tone—a tone full of gravity, ‘You 
ay iat the perfect Alderman should be beloved and respected by 

yyalty ?” 

Hear, hear!” cried Sir REGINALD. 

‘* And good at pageants.” 
‘ Certainly!” ejaculated Avevsrus DrurIoLaNvs, 
= And fond of animals—horses, ants, and bees ! ” 

_, 80 we think,” replied Sir Jou and the Earl. 

And a real reformer, a perfect organiser, and, in fact, a thorough 
statesman and philanthropist 1” 

., Yes, yes!” was the universal shout. 

But where will you find a man, who in his own person combines 
all these qualifications ?” 

There was a dead silence. 

There is only one person in London, England, Europe, the world, 
80 qualified,” continued the Voice of Public Opinion, ‘‘and that 


person 1s—— 


Then the Power of Public Opinion was exhibited even in the 
London County Council, and there was a shout that sounded far an 
wide of ‘‘ Mr. Punch!” 





‘ 





“Yes,” assented Public Opinion, ‘‘ Mr. Punch is the best possible 





Alderman, as he is the best ible everything else, so would you 
escape the ignoble fate of Bumbledom, keep your eye upon Mr, J aah 
and ask him to pull re through.” 

And with this, Public ~ disa and the Members of 
the London County Council were left (for the moment) to their own 
devices, and the cheering influence of their pretty portraits as pub- 
lished in the current number of the I/ustrated London News. 





=x = 


STORIES OF THE PAST. 

My Dear Mr. Poncn, 

THERE has been so much correspondence about Links with 
the Past, that I think my own experience will be of interest to your 
readers, If so, it is heartily at your service, 

When I was a lad, I perfectly well recollect being taken on the 
shoulders of my grandfather to see Her Majesty Queen Victoria 
pee in State to Westminster on the occasion of her Jubilee. 

y ather then told me (as the fireworks were being let off) 
that he had spoken to a gentleman who was present at the execution 
of King Cuar.es THe First. 

** How can that be ?”’ I asked, ‘‘ for according to your own account, 
you were not living at the time of the Battle of Waterloo!” which 
indeed, was one his assertion. 

‘“*Iam surprised that you should doubt my word!” replied my 
grandfather. 

“I doubt your word,” I respectfully returned, ‘because your 
story seems so marvellous. It is impossible to believe it!”’ 

- , if you do not believe it, it is no use to tell you, that the 
man who spoke to my grandfather, and was present at the execution 
of CuaRLes THE First, was a Baron who actually signed Magna 
Charta!” 

“You do not say so!’ I exclaimed, fairly astounded at the gigantic 
jumps we were making from the Present into the Past. ‘‘ Why, in 
two lives about five centuries are covered! ”’ 

** Yes, I fancy that is about the right measure,” said my grand- 
father musingly, **but I have not entirely exhausted the subject.’’ 

“d Wh did the man who spoke to — Oey eed at the 
execution of CHARLes THE Finst, and who had signed Magna Charta 
years and years before, serve for a further link with the past ?”’ 

** Certainly ; he was acquainted with persons who knew Ricuanrp 
THE F rst intimately, and had himself dined with the first of our 
Hevyures,” 

** Dear me,” I returned, ‘‘this is indeed interesting. Then he 
might have taken part in the Battle of Hastings?” 

** Taken part in the Battle of Hastings?” exclaimed my grand- 
father ; ‘* why, he had not only taken part, but had been Ailled in 
the Battle of Hastings!” 

Trusting that this brief recital of undoubted facts may advance the 
cause of historical research. I remain, yours sincerely, 

Aw Otp-Fasnionep Liar, 











ADDENDA PAPER FOR THE LC. C. 
(Prepared, in the Interests of the Public, at 85, Fleet Street.) 


To consider a plan for improving omnibuses, and establishing 
shelters for those who have to wait for them. 

To introduce newspaper kioskes, on the Parisian system, in the 
streets of London. 

To build Summer cafés (with Winter gardens attached thereto) on 
the Thames Embankment. 

To plant trees in Regent Street, the Strand, and the Edgware and 
Tottenham Court Roads. 

To call to account the Vestries in the matters of dust-removal and 
street-watering. 

To carry out a scheme for causing the emigration (either by force 
or persuasion) of organ-men, German bands, and Italian penny ice- 
cream vendors. 

To bury three-fourths of the London statues, and overhaul the 
remainder. 

And last and most important of all, to take immediate steps for 
causing the abolition of that old-established nuisance, Mud Salad 
Market, with or without the consent of His Grease the Duke of 


| MuprorD. 








The Latest Thibetting. 
‘* Wirn his agent the Llama triumphantly tampers!” 
Thus at Gnatong to-day 
Every one seems to say 
’Tis the Ampa alone who a settlement hampers ! 


As the London School Board is goin 
ment half-way, why not take for its 


to meet the Free Meal Move- 
otto ‘‘ Spero meal-iora?"’ 
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THE SPIRIT OF SPECULATION, 





) 


‘ New lamps for old!” was a tempting cry; A winsome Spirit, though wild on the wing, How they glow, and gleam, and glistes, 
Where Pleasure beckons, her followers fly; A Siren, and sweet are the songs she will sing Those eyes of the hurrying , 
But, for ardent emulation In the ears of all who listen. Thralls of her witchery, slaves of her song, | 
For headlong hurry that nought can restrain, How her smiles invite! How her tresses float Suppliants keen for her kisses! 

Is there aught like the modish Pursuitof Gain, In an aureate trail! How her votaries gloat Follow, follow! The foot that nears 
Which fires the mixed multitude drawn inthe On her Danaé charms, and delightedly dote That Golden Witch hath no time for fears. 

train On each golden note And Folly follows, nor stops her ears 

Of the Spirit of Speculation ? From her argent throat! With the wax of the wise ULysses. 


—— 


| 
| 
. 
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A motley troop, but towards one goal, 
Moved as though by a single soul. 
Beauty draws by a single hair, 
But each of her locks is a separate snare, 
Floating far in the ambient air. 
What is the largess she showers there ? 
Scrip unlimited, stock and share ! 
Bubbles to hold ? 
Mere rainbow gold ? 
Out upon prudence! Be brave and bold! 
No faint heart ever won this fair dame, 
With hands like Ophir and eyes like flame. 
A “‘ belle dame sans merci?” 
Pooh! The timid are tame o’ermuch, 
She at least hath no gifts for such 
As fear her face and flee. 
Let them toil in the beaten grove, 
Thralls to the Labour they feign to love, 
Delve and drudge, 
And mouth the fud 
That Thrift doles out to the dolts who trudge 
Through Gain’s long path, when the foo 
might fi 
Winged like the Witch of the wanton eye. 

Life is short and Labour long. 

Leave dull toil to the dusty throng ; 

This is the way for the shrewd and strong. 
The slow-hived wealth of the moiling mass, 
The plodding Issachars, each an ass 
Born to grind in the mills of Class, 

Make garnered gift 
For the wise whose thrift 
Is to live on the load that the many lift, 
To dredge in the true Pactolean drift, 
The stream flows on, but its channels shift ; 
The wise breast not the flood, but band 
The keen of sight and the swift of hand 
In Monopoly of the golden sand. 

Which years deposit and moments sift, 
The Witch knows well, would she only say, 
How the harvest of decads is reaped in a day. 

Follow, follow! Let her not slip, 

Wooers of fortune, thralls of the “‘ tip,” 

From Mammon’s mansion and gambler’s 


den, 
Lights of the pencil, stars of the pen, 
Plungers, flutterers, women and men, 
Hangers on to the giants of gain, 
Parasites in the Gold King’s train, 
Slaves of the ‘‘ Ring,” and dupes of the 
tein ; 
From ommt, a counter, come forth, come 
orth! 
No lode-star ever, set high in the North, 
Ever so drew, 
Pointed so true. 
No Siren ever so sang, so flew ; 
No Circe mustered so motley a crew 
From every rank, craft, station. 
Harpy is she, or Ariel ? 
Do her votaries know ? 
But, known or not, she is worshipped well, 
With gold for altars, its chink for bell, 
The—Spirit of Speculation ! 








ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Potrine up Foreign Guests.—It was, no 
doubt, inconsiderate of your brother to have 
sent you without notice the Jooeypookah 
Cannibal Island Football Team, and expected 
you to put them up and provide for them, on 
their arrival in England, in your house 
in Leopold Square; still, you seem to have 
got on better with them than might have 
been anticipated. It will evidently be difficult, 
from what you mention, to prevent them 
tearing up the stair-carpet and cutting it 
into short lengths for of personal 
adornment. But why he them through the 
jouse at all? We conclude you have con- 
signed them to an upper floor. Let them 
only enter or quit this by a fire-escape attached 
to one of the windows. You can easily hire 
one for the purpose. Try this. By all means, 


Can her victims tell ? | ¥ 











“COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON.” 


Guest, ‘‘It’s VERY KIND OF You TO——” 

Hosts, “‘OH, WE SHOULD NOT HAVE FELT COMFORTABLE UNLESS WE'D COME WITH YOU, 
AND—SEEN THE LAST OF YOU——”" !! 
in future, feed them on cat’s meat, as you propose. With regard to their practice, they 
ought, of course, to get this in the square, but as you say t “A are at present using a 
human skull as a football, and as this has apparently terrihed all the nursery-maids and 
children in the place, and caused a general cry of complaint from the parents, it would be 
as well if you could induce them to arrange their time of play somewhere between the 
small hours of the morning. Yes, we think you might introduce them between a song of 
Signor Damostis and the Bohemian Bell-ringers as a ‘‘ special feature” at an afternoon 
drawing-room party, but it might be as well to have a dozen policemen handy in the hall, 
in case they should suddenly take it into their heads to make an attack upon your guests, 
Certainly let them go on to the Parish at the time you mention. You cannot reasonably be 
expected to put them 7 more than a month, or, at most, five weeks. 

WHALE Corrvne.— e do not think, that, seeing that you say it is sixteen feet in length, 
‘ou will be able to keep the live whale that has just been sent you by your Uncle at Labrador, 
in your upstairs cistern. Far your best plan will be to deposit it, as soon as possible, in the 
nearest swimming-bath in the immediate neighbourhood of your house. To do this take it 
there in a furniture-van, with about sixteen men, whose services you may require at the 
baths, as, to prevent the possible interference of the attendants, you may find it necessary to 
get the creature at the last moment in with a rush. Having, therefore, taken the bath ticket 
and given the signal, let your sixteen men seize the whale, and making a dash through the 
entrance-hall, without waiting to answer any questions, rapidly force their way into the 
swimming-bath and consign it to the water. Once there the whale will instantly revive, and 
if, on your showing the attendant the ticket for its bath, he appears dissatisfied, you can 
try to put him in a good temper hy pointing out to him, with a pleasant smile, that at least 
it will not require any towels. Yes, we aT think you cannot do wrong in feeding it on 
tinned lobster. Any shilling handbook on the Management of the Whale will tell you this. 

Amateur Cuormney-Sweerine.— Yes, you can certainly, if you are dissatisfied with his 
charges, dispense with the services of your ordinary chimney-sweep, and rapes your own 
drawing-room chimney, if you don’t mind a little trouble. You have only to collect all the 
curtain-poles, broom and mop-sticks, walking-canes, and umbrellas in the house, and 
strapping them tightly yong in a long line, surmounted by the hall door-mat fastened 
securely to the top, push this, as well as you can, by degrees, up your drawing-room chimney 
—and you are. If this apparatus, owever, as not unfrequently happens, doubles up 
and refuses to work, you can still fall back on the Breton plan, which consists in getting on 
the roof of your house and letting a Christmas-tree attached to a rope down the chimney to 
which you are directing your attention. As this, though a highly efficacious method when 
successful, sometimes brings down the entire interior of the chimney itself, it would be well 
to exercise some caution in having recourse to it, if you hold your house on a repairing 
lease. 
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ANOTHER STAGGERER FOR ROBERT! 


I wewce herd 2 Gents a arguing werry fiercely while at Dinner, 
which, as evry body ort to kno, is a great mistake, — ata 
aly grate Bankwet, sich as | wunce herd 
the Dook of Campriper say he coudn’t get 
nowhere but in the City. No, when at 
Dinner, nobel Gents, give your hole mind to 
it, and resurve your arguing till you gets 
your desserts, and then you can do as you 
please. Well, these 2 unwise Gents was a 
discussing of the old saying that ‘* There’s 
nothink new under the Sun.” One said as 
there was, and other said as there warn’t. 
Well, the thing as the one on ’em said as 
was new, was suttenly a staggerer to me as 
well as to the other Gent, and it was, that 
you coud now buy most butifnl cordials 
and nice drinks of many kinds, that tasted 
like wine, and looked like wine, and yet 
wasn’t wine, and woodn’t never not make 
~— hintoxicated ! 
Well, this seemed such a staggerer to me, 


that I thort in course as the other Gent wood have thrown up the 


| 
| 





| making water look like wine, aye, and taste like wine! 


sponge at wunce, and confessed hisself beaten. But no, not a bit 
of it; on the contrary, he said as the ancient Egipshuns, ewer so 
many thowsend years ago, knowed of a certain stone as was called 
Giptiller, or sum sich name, which had the wunderfool power of 
i ut that 
the cunning old Preests kep the secret to theirselves, and it died 
when they died! 

Just at this most intresting moment I was obligated for to leave 
them, to attend to other dooties, and I herd no more. But wot a 
rewelashun! And the werry fust thing as occurs to me, now 
setting down quiet at tome, is, woodn’t a Gent who sat down an 
carmly and quietly drunk, say 2 bottels of this innercent wine, be 
likely to make the same complaint as the Farmer did when he 
had tinisht the Bottle of Claret that his Landlord set him down to, 
insted of a Bottle of Port, wiz., ‘‘ that he didn’t seem to have got no 
forreder ’” But a truce to any sitch fillosophical questyuns as them, 
for now cums what I| calls a werry strikin fac. 

Ony larst week, a gent of the name of Hrpress, I thinks it was, 
tho’ that does sound more like a helderl 
Gent, called on me to arsk me to dine with kim, and a few other gents 
of my perfession jest to try a hexperiment as was about to be tried 
as to having jest as jolly dinners as are had now, but without not no 
hedakes etseterer, etseterer, arterwards. 

Naterally, most naterally, I hopened both my too eyes with 
estonishment and wunde wot was a cummin next. But as he 
seemed to be a waiting for me to say sumthink, I sed, ‘* Afore Sir 
acceptin your werry perlite inwitashun, I shood most suttenly like 
to ether see or hear your Maynoo.” ‘Quite reesonable,” says he 
and so he begins: ‘* With your clear Turtel Soop you has jest a small 
glass of Maryskeno, and if you much likes it, as you most likely 
will, you may have another. Then with your Fish, jest one glass of 
1874 Black Currant Wine will be found simply delicious, ith the 
Ontrays I should ” you two or even three glasses of Orange 
Shampane, speshall cuvay, which not being werry sweet will jest 
suit those who prefer their Shampanes dry. 
Jint, a glass of Ginger Hale will be found werry refreshing, while, 
with the Game, Winter Punch is der regare as the French says. 
With the Cheese you will have jest one glass of Orange Bitters, 
and then with your Dessert of course you can select from a waried 
list of werry old faverits, commencing with fine old Strawbery Syrup 
of the celebrated 1880 growth and po Ne with old Gingerett.” 

How I must have looked when he had finished his owdashus list 
I carnt of coarse say, but my old wisage must have bin summut of a 
studdy, for he says, says he, ‘‘ I don’t at all wunder at your look of 
hutter estonishment, becos you know we all ether sneers or larfs at 
all great dishcoverys at fust. I dessay as your own Farther larfed 
at Gas when he fust herd about it, as a good menny peeple does now 


at bottling up a speech or a song in a box and keeping it till it’s| 


| wanted, so don’t you let your estonishment prewent your accepting 


i 


my hinwitashun, or coming to it with a hunbiassed mind.” 
Of coarse I didn’t see my way to onerably refuse him 
saying he wood let me know the day and the hower, away 
leaving me almost speechless with surprize! We W 
agreed to go, are to have a meeting a day or so before ‘‘ the apointed 
day,” to decide upon what safeguards or prewentives we are to 
consume afore we submits ourselves to this orful xperiment, the 

effees of which I hopes I shall live to relate. Roper. 
Mem. by a Voter. 


BLecTorsl paradox sure is complete : 
Every Candidate runs, and yet stands, for a seat ! 


and s0, 








A VERY SHADOWY GRIEVANCE. 


My Dear Mr. Poncn, . 

You will see by the signature I have appended to this epistle 
that at one time I was a person of some im ce. This is true 
enough, for when the Heralds visited my part of the country at the 
commencement of the Seventeenth Century, they found my pedigree 
written up to date and perfectly correct. As = represent, nowa- 
ame, all that is good (inclusive of respectability), I venture to 

ress you in the hope that you will exercise your immense 
influence to secure for me justice and relief. . , 
Without entering into unnecessary details, I may hint that circum- 
stances over which I have no control, cause me to walk about a 
corridor at midnight in a most desirable country mansion clanking 
chains and uttering moans of a heartrending ter. I am 
accompanied, while making these pone perambulations, by a 
female member of m family, who prefers to float through space 
minus a head, e have done this sort of thing for more than a 
couple of centuries, and have quite grown to like the exercise. After 
our walk in the corridor, we usually adjourn for a chat to an apart- 
ment that is known as the Red Roan. We do not interfere with 
anyone, and are perfectly harmless. In fact, I fancy that we are 
ra an acquisition to the house than otherwise, for certainly, the 
estate-agent, who had the letting of the place some time since, made 
a t feature of the fact that it was inhabited by a couple of 
old-fashioned s In scarcely say that we are on visiting 
terms with all the best county ghosts, and are frequently invited to 
spend daybreak in other houses, on such special occasions as 
anniversary of a murder or the foretelling of a family calamity. 
From this you will see that we are quite to know, and 
having claims to universal cae, And until recently our claims 
have never been questioned, and this brings me, my dear Mr. Punch, 
to my grievance—that the tendency of the age is to ignore ghost-lore, 
Times were—and not very long ago—when Christmas brought with 
it scores of stories calculated to foster a belief in the weird and super- 
natural. Nowadays, if a spectre is introduced into a tale he must 
be explained away by natural causes, or treated as a sort of superior 
musi¢-hallical experiment, which for the moment has been one too 
many for scientific research. Now this treatment has been most 
ing to our reputations as awe-inspirers, and has ca us 
considerable annoyance. Of course we do not pretend to perform in 





lady than a middle ages | 


With the Poultry, or | 


v he went, /an exclamation of vigorous contempt. He 
alters as 18 moment, and then, putting the opera-glass down, and observing, 
| ** It must be that cheap champagne!” quietly 


public, still our manifestations have been witn by so many of 
our descendants, that we have grown accustomed, so to speak, toa 
| gallery of admiring spectators. Since the adoption of the tone about 
us to which I have referred, instead of being impressed by our 
appearance, the persons we have haunted have been only moved to 
|ridieule. But as one substantial proof is worth a dozen theories, I 
| give an instance, which occurred as recently as New Year’s Day, in 
support of my assertion. 
n the Ist instant my female relative and myself, after our usual 
performance in the corridor, glided into the Red Room to have a chat 
over old times. This is always to me the pleasantest moment of the 
dawn, as I can talk without interruption, my female relative having, 
as I have already informed you, no head. hen we were standing 
|in front of the slowly expiring fire I noticed that the room was 
occupied. Sitting up in instead 
lof falling into the regulation fit on seeing us, merely gazed 
at us earnestly with the assistance of an opera-glass! I 
\did my best to horrify him. I groaned and rattled my chains, 
and my female relative most obligingly made the most of the 
absence of her head. But all this no effect upon him. 
saw that our reputation was at stake, and that a supreme effort 
must be made to fill his mind with terror. Leaving my female 
relative to entertain him (she has rather a ghastly way of disap- 
pearing and reappearing in green fire), I hurried off to beseech 
support from those of my ghostly colleagues that I could find in 
the neighbourhood. Fortunately, New Year’s Day is rather a grand 
occasion in our profession, and I soon me id up a Knight m 
Armour carrying a blood-stained dagger, an old gentleman in the 
costume of the period of Groner THE Sxconp, holding a broken 
walking-stick and a snuff-box, two ‘‘ somethings” in gare aot, 
and a dro ilor. With these auxiliaries | returned to the 
Room and continued the caaniee. The gentleman in the 
received the knight with a sneer, the old gentleman with a grin, the 
two somethings with a ‘‘ Pooh, pooh!” and the drowned sailor with 
ed at us all for 


was a gentleman, a, 





went tosleep! We 
then held a meeting, and, in compliance with a resolution thereat 
passed, I am writing to you, my dear Mr. Punch, to ask you to do 
your best to cause to be restored to us the dignity we prized 
greatly, and which, for the time, we seem to have entirely lost. 
I beg to remain, yours, faithfully, 
A WELL-connecreD GuHost. 
The Willow Walk, Phantom’s Abbey, Shadesbury. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


ooh hurt | 
Cy 
Mey 


brities ; of which the 


peb-cen 4 ag = bf a o 
. ublishers, SWAN AND SONNENSCHEIN. 
\ \ 4 Funes ff that isn’ 

—_ the photos included—I d 


proceed. 


on’t know what is. 


ever.” 


monly *‘ big, big D.”” Of him writes the monographer :— 


“ Needless to say that his pure English, and full ringing organ, and a very accurate 


use of words, stand him in good stead as a preacher.” 





Axsovr the best number I’ve yet seen of Our Ce/e- 
: the proprietor and monographer is 

the eccentric epigrammatist and merry musician 

Louts ENGEL ; the yooheeragest, the accomplished an 


hat a corps! 
t sweetness and light—with Sun-in-shine for 


_ Here we have, first, Emma Atsant Gre—not ‘‘ Woe Emma,” but 
“Gyr Emma,”—looking, as she is, ‘‘a thing of beauty, which is a Gye for 
Then Canon DuckwortnH, who, in his academicals, seems an uncom- 


Perhaps ‘‘accurate”’ is meant to ‘a curate” as it 
ety os ee 
s organ, 
said, ¢ Reverend s Mark’s 
Chi Me wx for a man of mark,—that his 
organ was a _— ALKER being the well-known organ- 
builder (my anathemas organ-grinders!), and ** one 


! c Summary,—a Preacher 
nie BA ot on alidatnd oe 

r. Bornm, R.A., was 80 of years y 
Sir Ropert Peer in the House of ons. The pn ad | 
sculptor is represented in one of the several attitudes which, 
asa practical man of genius, he tried for himself by straddling 
across a chair, while designing his striking equestrian statue 
of the Duke of Wettineroy. Mr. Box, so the mono- 
graphic Ener. informs us, ‘ gets up every morning at six in 
summer and seven in winter,”’ and then “* on horseback 
in any weather,”—and when he doesn’t, I suppose he sits 
astride across a chair as he does in this picture and jogs his 
memory for exercise. Our Celebrities ought to be doing 
well, under the guidance of their ian Evert. 

I like short stories. Brevity is the soul of wit. Per- 
sonally, therefore, I am grateful to Mr. W. H. Poiiock for 
* collecting” and ,‘‘ re-collecting’’ those forming his new 
Volume, entitled A Nine Men’s Morrice. Why A Nine 
Men’s Morrice? There are nine tales; and a Morrice is a 

ce, a roun ncee,—and—and —well, on further con- 
sideration, why not A Nine Men’s Morrice? or A Nine 
Mewm's Morrice? But the name’s nothing, the collection is 
everything. ‘‘ Edged Tools,” a quizzical spookical story, is 
excellent; and ‘* The i or er,” and ‘One of 
Charles Mainwaring’s Lies,” both dramatically told, would 
be equal to the one I mentioned first, if the Author, instead of 
abruptly refusing to tell us any more, had been graciously 
pleased to satisfy the reader’s curiosity, which in both in- 
stances he has so skilfully succeeded in arousing. I was inclined 
to say, with Mr. Weiler, Senior, at the conclusion of each of 
the last two stories, ‘‘ That’s rayther a sudden pull up, ain’t 
it, Sammy?” and, obviously, W. H. Porrock, « pees 
Sam’s words to the occasion, would have retorted —"' Not a 
bit on it—you vish there was more—and that’s the great 


Regent Street; and the) art o story writin’.” ‘ Well,” said Mr. Weller, Senior, 


‘“*there’s something in that.” If you enjoy a quiet smile, 
read ‘‘ Mr. Morton’s Butler.” Asa aAtirioal otis of the 
But to supernatural story, it is excellent; but being a fragment, it 
is only suggestive of possibilities, ‘‘The Green Lady” is 
the best of all; a real chuckle-starter. For the hour before 
dressing for dinner, or the twenty minutes’ before undressing 
for bed, you can’t have a better companion than A Nine 
Men's Morrice,—at least so thinks your humble servant, 
Tue Baron pe Book Worms. 











WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
THIRD EVENING. 


“Nor long ago,” said the Moon, ‘I looked through the window of 
a village inn into a bright and cheerful room, with highly-coloured 
calendars hanging on the walls. Round about, on benches, sat the 
chief personages in the village, for it was a ve —— 
respectable house. There was the butcher, ani 
the wheelwright, and the carpenter, who also « 
carved tombstones, and the chief draper (the « 
other was a Teetotaller), and even the ah : 
who kept the t office—they were all there, = 
drinking their beer or their spirits-and-water 
with a sober satisfaction, and puffing at their pipes, as I have seen them 
do for many and many an evening, and hope to see them doing for 
years and years to come. Generally they are content to talk—slow, 
ponderous talk it is, with pauses between, such as in all rustic inns 








1s considered a rather stimulating exc of thought; sometimes 
they play cards—though not when the chemist or the Parish Clerk | 
is there. This night, however, they enjoyed a sensation altogether 
new to them—a stranger come in, and volunteered to sing to 
them. They are none of them very musical, though they complained 
bitterly not long ago, when the Vicar improved the barrel-organ out 
of the chureh—the Parish Clerk was particularly offended, for he 
could play sixteen double-chants without once changing the barrel. 
They sing sometimes themselves, but not often, as they all know 
each other’s songs by heart, while those of the stranger were unlike | 
Anything they had ever heard. He sat with his thumbs in the arm- 
holes of his waistcoat, and his eyes on the smoky ceiling, and sang 
song after song to them in a sweet falsetto voice, which somehow went 
straight home even to their torpid ms. He sang of patriotism and 
freedom, of lovely children fading slowly away, of stars and angels 
of the joys of honest industry, of the sanctity of and home, of 








the duty of helping one’s fellow-men. His face had nothing remark- 
able in it—what expression it was certainly rather unpleasant 
than otherwise ; but, if he had been one of the Minnesingers of old, 
they could not have listened in more entranced delight. I thought 
some of it a little mawkish myself,” said the Moon, ‘ but I have 
noticed that mawkishness touches most people down in your part of 
the world more deeply than anything else. When he had finished, 
there came a long hush, amidst which he handed round his hat. As 
they beg for one more song, he sang them ‘A Daisy from 
my Uncle Samuel's Grave,’ which, as the Butcher remarked, 
* banged ee Then, after a chorus of thanks and a 
and a few additional coppers, he went forth into the night, leaving 
the assembly looking into their glasses of gin-and-water with eyes 
that were moister than usual. 

“* But while the singer, still softly humming the words of his last 
song, was passing under the sign which swung at the corner, some men 


pounced upon him suddenly out of the shadow. And from what was 
said at the time, I learnt that they were policemen, and that he was 
a particularly dangerous burglar, who e his escape from 


rison by means of a brutal and cowardly murder. I saw him raise 
fis white, whimpering face to mine as they were taking him away 
handcuffed ; but the party in the inn room sat sipping their 
liquor, and knew nothing of what had happened to the singer, whose 
yathetic tones were still echoing in their ears. After all,” said the 
era, page, ** pathos is pathos, I suppose, and so long as one 
Sonne y moved, it is a mistake to be too particular as to who 
oes it.’’ 








Tue House of the Wolfings. By Wri11am Morris.” Who are 
‘the Wotrines?” Of course this advertisement means that their 
house has been painted, papered, and decorated, and the furniture 
for it designed & Wittiam Moxnis, who is far more at home in 


house dec-orating than in Socialist mob-orating. 




















AN ENTHUSIAST 


Wao rTursxs THat rr's Never Too Late 


To Leary. (Seen from a passing Train during a recent Frost.) 





BROTHER JONATHAN’S BROTHERHOOD ; 
Or, ‘‘ Who's dat Knocking at de Door?” 


“ O strange New World, that yet wast never young! 
Whose youth from thee by gripin’ need was wrung,— 
. . . . 


Thou skilled by Freedom an’ by gret events 
To pitch new States ez Old World men pitch tents,— 
al . . . . 


An’ whose free latch-string never was drawed in 
Aginst the poorest child o’ Apam’s kin !"’ 
James Russell Lowell in the Biglow Papers. 
We had quieted down from a teacup-storm— 
(JonaTHaN was hasty, and Jonn was warm)— 
Cool sense was getting the pull of hot head, 
When Brother Jenarmas got up, and he said :— 
** Who's dat knocking at de door ? 

Hab you dollars, or are you poor ? 
What ?—old, weak, bad ? Hab ou got no tin? 
Den you ’re not wanted Aere, and you can’t come in; 

So it’s no use knocking at de door 

Any more, 
It’s no use knocking at dis door ! 


** Who's dat knocking at de door, 
Makin’ as much shindy as a millionnaire, or more ? 
I'll call de President, and tell him how 
You only want for to kick up a row. 
Who's dat knocking at de door ? 
I've sot eyes upon your sort before. 
Am dat you, Capital? No, it am Au Srv. 
Den your ways am nasty, and you can’t come in ; 
So it’s no use knocking at de door 
Any more, 
It’s no use knocking at de door! 


** Who's dat knocking at de door ? 
What? Your sort I have welcomed in before ? 
I was once glad enough of such stuff, though rough ? 
Yes; but times hab altered, and ob sich I’ve had enough. 
Who's dat knocking at de door ? 
Pappy? You am getting quite a bore. 
Am dat you, Hans, wid de Cheshire-cat grin ? 
Den you take low wages, and you can’t come in; 
So it’s no use knocking at de door 
Aby more, 
It’s no use knocking at de door! 








** Who’s dat knocking at de door ? 
Eh? English Actor, with your company, a score ? 
I must hab my pick, if any I engage, 
For I’m bound to protect de Amurrican Stage. 
Who’s dat knocking at de door ? 
Comin’ native talent for to floor ! 
Am dat you, Irvine? No, it am Jones! 
What ?—young Jowrs ob de Cockney tones ? 
Den it’s no use knocking at de door 
Any more, 
It’s no use knocking at my door! 


** Who’s dat knocking at de door ? 
Paupers? Stone-brokers? You ’ve been ‘dumped down 
here before. 
Anarchist or Socialist ? In debt, or with disease ? 
Den you’re not wanted here, so skedaddle, if you please, 
And don’t come knocking at my door. 
Protection am my game. ob dat be sure. ‘ 
Am dat you, Labour? Well, you’re lookin’ pale and thin ; 
You don’t dump down de dollars, and you can’t come in, 
So it’s no use knocking at de door 
Any more, 
It’s no use knocking at de door. 


** Tf I open my door and let you in, 
Artisan an’ artist, actor and Au Si, 
I’ll be ruined by cheap labour. No, despite dose Free 
Trade quacks, 
I shall keep half ob you out, and de oder half I'll tax. 
So don't come knocking at my door! 
Immigration ’s gettin’ a big bore. 
Jou, Pat, and Jonann, Max, Moses, and Au Sry, 
I can do without you now, and you shan’t come in. 
So it’s no use knocking at de door 
Any more, 
It’s no use knocking at dis door!” 








Or course Madame Nervna, Mlle. Janorna, and Signor Pratti are 
great guns in the musical profession. But, from their names being 
so associated with the “‘ Pops,” they may come to be considered as 
**Pop-guns.” Well, if so, this dignifies pop-guns. 


Sove ror THE New Associate.—‘' Wyllie, we haven't missed you.” 
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No. 1.—Rorren Row. Between Twetve anp Two, Mippay, 
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A BALLAD OF BETROTHAL. 


I am beloved; not a doubt of it, 
_Goal of my longing for years! 
Now, how the deuce to get out of it, 
_ Minus reproaches and tears. 
Not that my passion has wavered 
Since I first plunged over ears 
Deep in the well of illusion, 
Deeper than plummet e’er sounded, 
And, with ecstatic confusion, 
Words which I spoke to you quavered, 
Laden with burden unbounded, 
Faltering tentative ‘‘ dears.’’ 


Once you would chirp like a linnet, 
Now you sit silent as Fate— 
Bafiled, I muse for a minute, 
Then I remember 1’ m late. 
Brown I have often kept kicking 
His heels, in a comfortless state, 
He never re me reproaches, 
Only, ‘‘ You are a nice fellow.” 
He’s made me miss trains and coaches, 
Counting the clock’s steady ticking, 
Z don’t turn sulky and yellow, 
I only whistle and wait. 


Once you flushed furtively, shyly, 
Love in your eyes was aglow, 

When, by some stratagem wily, 
_[ stole a march on the foe. 

Now that we ’re publiely plighted, 

_ Why should you harass me so ? 
Changing our sunshine to thunder ? 
If other duties should call, love, 

Why should you icily wonder 
‘When I would greet you, delighted, 
W h y | come near you at all, love, 
Cold as a lady of dough ? 


Beware, O Amawnpa, I pray you, 


_ The scourge of the stay-at-home spouse! 


No longer constrain’d to obey you, 
I'd stick like a leech to my vows. 





| 


|and Court dresses by the 





No office to seek in the mornings, 

No visiting stables and cows, 
No afternoon club with the papers, 

No home-coming, welcome and cheery, 
But checking of butchers and drapers, 

Andkitchen commotions, and ‘‘ warnings” — 
If you shrink from a picture so dreary, 

on’t train me too much to the house! 


la. I cannot be true to you, 

If like a knife you come down, 

Keen to exact what is due to you, 
Killing romance with a frown. 

Start we a sensible ‘‘ chummery,” 
Such as men live in together, 
Suited for all sorts of weather, 

Free from this Valentine flammery, 
Each with the length of the tether. 








RATHER CHILDISH! 
(A Fragment from the Anglo-Spanish.) 

Tue gorgeous hall of the Palace was 
crowded. There were numberless uniforms, 
score. There were 
the Generals and’ Aides-de-camp forming a 
part of His Majesty’s military household, 
standing in front of the Major-domos, Ladies 
of Honour, pages, Doctors, and guards. 
White-headed nobles hustled grey-bearded 
statesmen in the effort to get front places, in 
the hope of intercepting a glance (perhaps 
meaningless, but aorbahly distinct) from the 
Royal eye. Elderly duennas were on the qui 
vive to bow and scrape when the Kingly 
Infant passed near enough to observe their 
cringing humility. They had all seen His 
Majesty daily for the greater part of his life 
(thirty months), but yet there was not one of 
} mel brilliant bo rep A who would ony © 
single opportunity of again attracting the 
august attention, ‘‘Pshaw!” observed the 


Intelligent Briton, proudly ; “‘ we never see 
anything like that in England—no never !” 





A LOAFER’S AVOWAL. 

“ As long as a dinner can be had for the asking 
at school, there is no great likelihood that the 
parents will put themselves to the expense of 
providing it for their children at home.””— Times. 


D’ ov think that I’m eat up with pride 
And bloomin’ self-respect, 
And, if the victuals you provide, 
1’m likely to object ? 
Not I! So fire away and feed.— 
I only knows I waits 
To see the kids get all they need 
From out them blessed rates ! 


Yes, clothes and boots, and all the swag 
Should come upon my plan. 
D’ you think such things should be a drag 
mn the poor working-man / 


Not you! You knows how hard he’ll slave 
His bit of wage to win ; 

And how he here and there will save 
A shillin’ for his gin. 


So thus you see he can’t afford 
To do as Natur bids :— 

And so he leaves it to the Board 
To feed and clothe his kids. 


So organise, and fire away ! 
And you may make your bets, 
As long as he’s no fees to pay, 
He’ ll collar all he gets! 


Scnoot Boarp v. ‘Tax Boarnps.’”’—Next 
Friday, in consequence of School- Board action, 
Mrs. Woop takes off her little Two Shoes. 
Pretty soles! They aren’t a bit worn, and 
would have been good, or, rather, ‘' Goody,” 
for another six weeks. 


Tuer Criterion is now the ae for Still 
Waters, which have all the wholesome qualities 
and the sparkle of the best A@rated Waters. 
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LONDON’S COUNTY-COUNCIL DREAM. 


ad I must keep——” | With which London’s voters entrust us— 
A COUNTY-COUNCIL DREAM. Hors be fell fast asleep Bn 

Tue poll was declared ; And had a remarkable vision—ble vision. | It’s rather a lark ” 

He had been unprepared He dreamt he arose But we’re up to the mark. (rvs? 
For such an amazing majority—jority, And in masterly pose [London ;| Is that not yowropinion, Avavsrvs—AveUs 

But now at a bound Stood like the Palladium of London—of The Councillors cried, 

He triumphantly found thority. Before him great BumBLE ** Here we stand in our pride, 
Himself dowered with civi ority — Bowed sulkily humble Nought from sweeping Reform shall 

** At top of the poll!” | Whilst Muddledom cried, “T am undone— us—restrain us!” 

He exclaimed, “* On my soul am wndone!” The Demon of Dirt 
“This condition of things is Elysian—| Said he, ‘* With a will No longer could hurt, 
Elysian!” We'll the duties fulfil | It was throttled by DavgtoLanvs—oraNvs. 
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The dread Fiend of Fire 
In his did expire, 
Labour’s corning no longer land-shark ate—land-shark ate ; 
e was up to tricks, 
And like millions of bricks 
He came down = Mud Salad Market—lad Market. 
Then Winter no more, 
As so often before, ‘ 
Could the Town under cold Arctic snows bury—snowsbury, 
For Bumsxe the dense 
Had perforce to fly hence, 
And the new a broom was smart RoskBERY—RosEBERY. 
Slum-farmers felt sore, 
For at Housing the Poor 
Lvssock laboured from Shadwell to Brompton—to Brompton ; 
—_ i ~ Gas 
ound Monopoly pass 
At the challenge of FratH and bord Compton—Lord Comrion. 
The Councillor saw, 
With a rapturous awe, 
Stern Law big Trade Trusts close it jaws on—its jaws on. 
And—oh, what a Koo !— 


- Open 8 and ee - 
Grew rapidly, nursed by young Lawson—youn WSoN, 
we ini. 

Grew a beautiful blend 


Of Sweetness and Light, not a Hades—a Hades. 
Woman's world, a sad land erst, 
From good Lady SanpHvurst 

Learned what sweet reformers are ladies—are ladies. 


A wonderful dream ! 
Rather mixed it may seem, 
And to cynics a bit optimistic—’ timistic. 
’Tis early at least, 
Just set down to the feast, 
Of the viands to be eulogistic—’ logistic. 
But London as well 
Has Who shall tell 
If she ll wake to fulfil or regret it—regret it ? 
But all wise men and true 
See the boon she’s in view, 
And most earnestly hope she may get it—may get it! 








SERVICE FOR VETERANS. 


Ratner! Here’s a chance for some of ’em! 
vertisement in the Daily News of Thursday last ? 
‘iw GENERALS. One for cooking, one for housemaid’s work. Small 

quiet family. Age 20 to 25. Wages £14 to £16. 

Faney Lord Wotsetey and Sir Evetyn Woop applying for 
the places! Lord “‘ Garnish” WoLseLer would be his name as 
cook, while ‘‘ Evetyn” would charming for a housemaid. 
It’s too pretty. But, of course, there must be a number of 
unemployed Generals who would be only too delighted to serve, 
if the wages of the service were just a trifle higher. And now 
that women are taking so much work to be done by 
men only, it is right that our middle- warriors en retraite 
should have a chance, as members of “ Household Brigade,” 
in small quiet families, But we doubt whether any Generals are 
to be found as young as from ‘20 to 25.” This, perhaps, is a 
misprint for “40 to 55.” Army p are good. If ‘* Lady 
Guides” —bless ’em!—are to be substituted for Commission- 
naires, then, by all means, let us have “‘old soldiers” as couks and 
housemaids. Uncle Toby and Corporal Trim might possibly be 
of our opinion. 


See this ad- 





, 


PHELPS’S FAREWELL. 


At the Munching House. Great resentative Gathering 
last heap at Lord Mayor’s ak me to Mr. PHEcrs. 
Pretty speech by Lord Mayor TorPxpo with neat quotation. 
Telling epigram by Mr. Puetps, ‘‘A man who never makes a 
mistake will never make anything.” Mr. Puetrs must have 
made plenty of mistakes, or he never would have made this epi- 
gram ; for this is an epigram and no mistake! A really pathetic 
and graceful good-bye. Lord RosxBERy seemed to have had his 
usual Joyousness taken out of him by his elevation to the dignity 
of County Councillor, and was te dew dull in ing the 
health of Her Majesty’s Judges and Bar of England. Lord Couz- 
RIDGE in returning t was in excellent vein. Nothing in his 
—— became him like the finishing of it. Sir Frepericx, P.R.A.. 
a imirable as usual, and Mr. Lecxy replying for literature was 
. engthened sweetness long drawn out.” Quite a serious 

-kCKY-ture. Altogether a memorable occasion. Specially so 
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ARCHITECTURE OF THE FUTURE. 


The Architect, “‘Iv's A SPLENDID QUALITY or Stone I'VE EMPLOYED 
FoR your HovsE—LAsTs FOR EVER, AND GROWS A BEAUTIFUL CoLoUR 
WITH AGE. OF COURSE IT’S HIDEOUS WHEN IT's NEW.” 

The Squire. ‘“‘AND HOW LONG WILL IT BE BEFORE IT GROWS A 
BEAUTIFUL CoLouR?t” 

The Architect. ‘‘ WELL, YOU CAN HARDLY EXPECT IT TO LOOK DECENT 
IN your LiretTime !” 


because the dinner-hour was at the sensible time of 7 for 7°30, and we 
didn’t sit down till nearly 8, an innovation which we trust will find 
plenty of imitators in the City. Next Lord Mayor, Sir Henny Isaacs, 
please copy. Nowadays ‘‘6 for half-past” is barbarous. 








HARMONIOUS PROCEEDINGS. 


Mr. Cart Anmpruster is giving Matinées of WacnEn’s Tristan und 
Isolde, this week. The last one is anno for February 4. This 
last date will clash with the first Matinée of Pickwick, at Comedy 
Theatre—the dramatic Cantata composed by Epwarp Sotomon. Kather 
hard on poor Wacyer this, . : 

Madame Nonpica looked charming, and was in splendid voice at St. 
James's Hall last Wednesda Luiorp, too, was delloydful! And, as 
Mrs. Ram said afterwards, ‘‘ Mr. EoasHe.t was received with rapturous 
applause.” Evidently ‘Mr. Hewscue:.” Dr. Mackenzie (not MoxeEt, 
but A. C.) conducted. His Dream of Jubal is announced for February 26, 
first time in London. The dance-music occurs in a scene sup to bea 
Ju-bal Masqué, where the orchestra consists entirely of Jew’s-harps, a ver 
fine effect. Another “first time in London,” is The Light of Asia, com 
by Dopizey Buck,—quite an organ swell !—and it is hoped that Sir Epwiw 
ARNOLD will take a leading part in the solos. Sir Epwin has never 
anything of the sort before, and therefore this will be one of “* Anwoup’s 
first exercises.” The dramatic Cantata, to be ——— at a Matinée at the 
Comedy Theatre, Feb. 4, entitled Pickwick, has nothing to do with The 
Light of Asia; quite another “* wick,” though the music is by Sotomom. 








THeatTRicaL InTELLicEeNce.—It is understood that a sequel to Paul 
Jones is in preparation. It is entitled Peter Robinson. 
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QUESTIONABLE QUESTIONS ; 


On, How We Examine Now. 


To the Editor, 


:, —I quite agree that Examiners nowadays set far too hard ques- 
tions. 1 have been reading for five years 
with a jolly, but rather expensive, Pri- 
vate Tutor, and I thought, and so did 
the Governor, that I was sure of passing 
the matriculation exam. at a third-rate 
College at Cambridge. The “‘ General 
History Paper” was, however, fearfully 
stiff. Fancy asking a fellow to “‘ state 
what he knows of Jutrus Casar, 
Witxes, Jeremy Tay or, the Crusades, 
and the Free Trade Agitation!” The 
consequence was that I failed to get in 
—and my Tutor (with whom I am to stay 
one more year) says the Examiners ought to be ashamed of them- 
selves, At all events, [ am ashamed of the Examiners. 

Yours pluckedly, A. Plowman. 


Bik 


Angling over the Bridge. 


Sir,—As one who has been for some years a Government 
Examiner in Elementary Schools, | feel bound to defend myself and 
my class from the aspersions recently cast upon us. 

low can we expect that the general average of intelligence can 
ever be raised unless questions of reasonable difficulty are set at 
examinations ? Following this principle, I habitually put to little 
boys and girls aged about twelve years, who are just entering on 
Vulgar Fractions, questions which could only be adequately answered 
after several years’ practice in Logarithms. 

I am also rather fond of putting this problem :—*‘ If one man and 
a boy can reap a field of corn in five fen seven and a half hours, 
and twenty minutes, how long would two men take to reap the same 
field?” You will see that it is a catch, and that there is no answer 
pr} but I have seen children puzzling over the sum for an 
1our at a time; and, indeed, it was so successful on one occasion in 
testing mental capacity, that a little girl had brain fever directly 
after the examination, and a boy became a hopeless imbecile, solely 
owing to inability to solve the problem. I hear that even now (in 
his asylum) he babbles of fields of corn. 

P. E. Dayrt. 


Yours, complacently, 

Six,—The following question was one of the easiest set to my poor 
boy in the recent examination for entrance into the Home Civil 
Service : 

** Supposing that you had a donkey that declined to exert itself in 
a progressive direction, and you had determined to expedite its 
movements by walloping it; given the strength of the donkey as 
| 55°604 lb. Avoirdupois, the thickness of the stick as §% lb., and your 
own muscular development as ordinary—find the exact amount of 
| time, expressed in fractions of moments, which would be required 
| before the animal's speed could be developed into half that of a 
Derby winner.” 

I have sent the question to two Wranglers I know. One has 
replied evasively ; the other, I hear, has written to a mutual friend 
to inquire after my mental condition. Comment is needless. 

Yours indignantly, Perer FAMIi-ass. 





REVOLVERS AND ROBBERS. 


Householder (to Dogherry on the Bench). Your Worship, an I 
wake up in the night and find in my bedroom a burglar who presents 
a revolver at my head and de- 
mands my money or my life, does ; 
the law allow me to fire at him? ¢:’ 

Dogberry. Yea, marry, Sir, if (°\% 
it be se defendendo, not else. 
The law allows you to defend 
yourself; but you had better 
wait until you be first attacked. 
Consider well whether you be like 
to be or no, and think it out. 

Householder. But suppose the 
knave shoots me in the mean- 
while ? 

Dogberry. Well, then, but per- Corus, “ Hark! "Tis the Burglar!” 
adventure he may miss you, and 
you may thank your stars. And if he kill you, why, then there will 

an end of you, and he shall never more be able to rob you again. 

Householder. Ay, but what if I give him no chance of killing me, 
and incontinently take the first shot ? 

Dogberry. You = But if you will take my advice, I would 
warn you that you had better not, lest you kill him, and a Crowner's 





quest return a ‘verdict of murder or manslaughter. Whereof you 
are like enough to be convinced at the ‘sizes, and cast for penal 
servitude, if you ’seape hanging. 
Householder. Call you that justice ? F ; 
Dogberry. Truly, Sesven orefend I should call in question the 
law of the land. It is, and ever was, the ection of human 
reason. Mark you, the Law allows your burglar to carry a revolver 
as well as yourself. He can use it at his peril if he list, and so may 
. It were wiser, perhaps, to provide him with whipping-cheer 
or carrying a deadly weapon. You can use it with a rope about 
our neck, as well as he. But for all that, Oh, that Bumsxe were 
ere to write the Law down an Ass! ; 
Householder. 1 thank your Worship heartily for your counsel 
and humbly take my leave. ma 


THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


December 29.—I had a most vivid dream last night. I woke up, 
and on falling asleep, dreamed the same dream over again precisely, 
I dreamt I heard Frank Muttar telling his sister that he had not 
only sent me the insulting Christmas card, but 
admitted that he was the one who punched my 
head last night in the dark. As fate would 
| have it, Lupin at breakfast, was reading extracts 

from a letter he had just received from Frank. 
I asked him to pass the envelope that I might 
| compare the writing. He did so, and I examined 
|it by the side of the envelope containing the 
| Christmas card. detected a similarity in the 
| writing in spite of the attempted disguise. I 
| sed them on to Carnie, who began to laugh. 
asked her what she was laughing at, and she 
aaid the card was never directed to meat all. It 
|was “‘L. Poorer,” not ‘‘C. Poorer.” Lupin ; . 
asked to look at the direction and the card, and exclaimed, with » 
laugh, “Oh, yes, Guv.; it’s meant for me.” I said, “ Are youin the 
habit of receiving insulting Christmas cards ?”? He ~~ “Oh, yes, 
and of sending them, too.”’ In the evening Gowre called, and said he 
| enjoyed himself very much last night. I took the a to 
confide in him as an old friend about the vicious punch last night. 
He burst out laughing, and said, ‘‘Oh, it was your head wasit’ I 
know I accidentally hit something, but I thought it was a brick 
wall.” I told him I felt hurt in both senses of the expression. 
| December 30, Sunday.—Lvurin spent the whole day with the 
|Mvrrtars. He seemed rather cheerful in the evening, so I said, 
\‘* I’m glad to see you so happy, Lupry.”’ He answered, “ Well, 
| Datsy is a splendid girl, but I was obliged to take her old fool of a 
| father down a peg. What with his meanness over his cigars, his 
stinginess over his drinks, his farthing economy in turning down the 
| gas if you only quit the room for a second, writing to one on half- 
| sheets of note-paper, sticking the remnant of the last cake of soap 
|on to the new cake, putting two bricks on each side of the fireplace, 
| and his general ‘ outside halfpenny bus’-iness, I was compelled to let 
|him have a bit of my mind.” said, ‘‘ Lupry, you are not much 
more than a boy—I hope you won’t repent it.” : 
| December 31.—The last day of the Old Year. I received an extra- 
| ordinary letter from Mr. Murtar, Senior. He writes, ** Dear Sir,— 
| For a long time past, I have had considerable difficulty in deciding 
|the important question, ‘Who is the master of my own house?’ 
Myself—or your son Lupin? Believe me, I have no — one 
| way or the other, but I have been most reluetantly compelled to give 
| judgment to the effect that J am the master of it. Under the 
| circumstances, it has become my duty to forbid your son to enter my 
|house again. I am sorry—because it deprives me of the society of 
| one of the most modest, unassuming and gentlemanly persons I have 
, ever had the honour of being acquainted with.” I did not desire the 
last day to wind up disagreeably, so I said nothing to either Carrie 





SS 


yy | Lupin about the letter. 


| A most terrible fog came on, and Lurry would go out in it, but 

promised to be back to drink out the Old Year—a custom we have 
always observed. Ata quarter to twelve Luprw had not returned, 
and the fog was fearful. As time was drawing close, I got out the 
spirits. Carrere and I deciding on whiskey, I opened a fresh bottle, 
but Carrie said it smelt like brandy. As I knew it to be whiskey, 
I said there was nothing to discuss. Carrie, evidently vexed that 
Lupin had not come in, did diseuss it all the same, and wanted me 
to have a small wager with her to decide by the smell. I said I 
could decide it by the taste in a moment. A silly and unnecessary 
argument followed, the result of which was we suddenly saw it was 
a quarter past twelve, and, for the first time in our married life, we 
missed welcoming in the New Year. Lupry got home at a quarter 
past two, having got lost in the fog—so he said. 











Loyks THAT ARE Wo Sort or Use ry any Fog.—Shirt-links. 
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| IGHT VERSUS DARKNESS. 


| ““SHAKESPEARE-—The Givatest Genius who has ever yet lived”—taught the DIVINENESS 
of FOKGIVENESS, of Perpetual MERCY, of CONSTANT PATIENCE, of ENDLESS PEACE, of 
Perpetual Gentleness. If you can show me one who knew these things better than this man, 
show him!! I KNOW HIM WNOT!!... If he had appeared as a Divine, they would have 
BURNED HIM; as a POLITICIAN they would have BEHEADED HIM; but God made him a 
PLAYER. ‘‘HE TAUGHT THAT KINDNESS IS NOBLER THAN REVENGE!!” 


f The Rev. GEORGE DAWSON, M.A. 
‘* Earthly power doth then show likest God’s | And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 














When Mercy Seasons Justice, THE DEEDS OF MERCY.” —SHAKESPEARE, 
What higher aim can man attain ! Than conquest over human pain? 





JEOPARDY OF LIFE, THE GREAT DANGER OF DELAY. 


You can change the trickling stream, but not the Raging Torrent. 


HAT EVERYBODY SHOULD READ.—How im- | you are suddenly seized with lassitude, disinclination for bodily 

portant it is to every individual to have at hand some simple, | mental exertion, loss of appetite, sickness, pain in the forehead, "hull 
effective, and palatable remedy such as ENO’S FRUIT SALT, to | aching of back ‘and limbs, coldness of the surface, and often shiver- 

check disease at the onset!!! For this is the time. With very little ing, &c., &4c, then your whole body is out of order, the « 
trouble you can change the course of the trickling mountain stream, | danger has been kindled, but you do not know where it maw end; it 
but not the rolling river. It will defy all your tiny efforts, I feel I | is a real necessity to have a simple remedy at hand. The Pilot can so 
cannot sufficiently impress this important information upon all | steer and direct as to bring the shi into’ safety, but he cannot quell 
Householders, Ship Captains, or Europeans generally, who are | the raging storm. a ere ea when not feeling well is; “I 
visiting or residing in any hot or foreign climate. Whenever a | will wait and see 5 haps I shall be better tomorrow; whereas 
change is contemplated likely to disturb the condition of health, let | had a supply of ENO'S 8 RUIT BALT” been at hand, and use made 
ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” be your companion, for under any circum- of it at the onset, all calamitous resulta might have been avoided. 
stances its use is beneficial, and never can do harm. When you feel What dashes to the earth so many hopes, breaks so many sweet 
; out of sorts, “ unable to say why, frequently without any warning | alliances, blests so many auspicious enterprises, is untimely Death ’ 


“IT used my ‘FRUIT SALT’ in my last severe attack of fever, and I have every reason to say I believe it saved my life,” 
J, O, ENO, 


HOW KANDAHAR WAS WON. 


“ During the Afghan War, I verily believe Kandahar was won by us all taking up large supplies of ENO’S ‘ FRUIT 





; SALT,’ and so arrived fit to overthrow HALF A DOZEN AYUB KHANS.” 
‘ om “ Mess Stories,” by G. W. Vyse, published by Messrs, Simpkin, Marshall, & Co. 
: ) CAUTION.—LZxamine each Bottle, and see that the Capsule is marked ENO'S ‘‘ FRUIT SALT.” Without it, you have 
5 been imposed on by @ worthless imitation. SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 

“é 
x Prepared only at Eno’s © Fruit Salt” Works, London, S.E., by J. C. Eno’s Patent, 
k ————————— 











7. 2 FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.” 
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> Hon. Surgeon “Ovagas’s Broop 
,, / ow wae Mixtvas is entirely free 
4 seor oF Inpia pre- 
‘ ibes ‘Clarke's Blood from any poison or 
argely, and metallic impregnation, 
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e mld supply the useful medicine.” —At- 
re b for dispensing yarp Swatwe Tarion, 
1e ses." —Letter from M.D., ¥F.R.8., Lecturer 
vy x & Co., Drug- 
if , te, Agra, India, on Medical Jurispru- 
78 e th, 1888, dence and Toxicology. 
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it 
~ “A most wonderful case of the efficacy of your medicine has transpired here, to “ Just a few lines to let you know what ‘Clarke's Blood Ly ay y- Bare bes 
’ © really, if not knowing the fact, I was not prepared to give credence. A gentleman a Tan _ Por vs —— had dichnes, which did me no good. Kher eoming te 
“ ™ wealth and of almost world-wide fame and renown, staying here for atime,was | 4 idershot, a1 was recommended to try ‘Clarke’s Blood Mixture.’ Before I bad taken one 
e, lly affected with an unsightly, disagreeable, itching eruption, and—as he | gmail botile I found my leg getting better. I have now taken five email botiles of 
y; od it—general bone pain. He consulted the most eminent medical men in the | Mixture and used four pots of your alve, oe Ly’ Ae is a yt — 
a a a, ultimately, Sir J. Paget, of London, who designated it ‘Gout and its 
necEnO “ Colour Sergeant, let i i ment, Aldershot, April 4th, 1861, 
ne venees.’ He found no relief from anything. Some poor woman recommended 
I ‘rke’s Blood Mixture.’ He was strongly averse to quackery, as he termed it, ” P.8.—I purchased your medicine ‘from Alien & fore chemiate, Aldershot.” 
ry acked by my recommendation, he was induced to try ‘Clarke’s Blood Mixture,’ CLARKE’S BLOOD MIXTURE s warranted to oie cleanse the Blood from all impu- 
as = frst bottle—as it were a charm—relieved the heat and itching, and a regular | rities, from whatever cause arising. For Scrofula, Scurvy, Eezema, Skin and Blood 
- tence and continuance for a short time has well-nigh worked a miracle. The | Diseases, and and Gores of all kinds, its effects are marvellous. It is the real — 
bas just been in, and how delighted grateful h asi and also | for Gout and Rheumatic P Pains. It removes the cause from the and 
er i a oe and © master is, png al Ry oe Sold in bottles, 2s. $4. each; and in 
mid pevadod teak He is now able to get sbout and travel as ugual. I wish | times the quantity, Ils.—sufficient to effect & permanent cure in 
prevailed upon to give a testimonial. His name and the patent fact would | jong-standing cases—by all Oustnere os and Parewt Mepiciws Vabvoss tae 
Yours truly, J. Wittamsor, World; or sent to any address on receipt of 88 or 132 stamps by the Tus 
* Dispensing and Analytical Chemist, Scarborough.” Lixcoty axp Mipnaxp Counties’ Dave ‘o., Lawcotm, Trade Mark—* Bioop Mraeean,”” 








- Be CLARKE'S ¥F°iep BLOOD MIXTURE, 


AND DO NOT BE PERSUADED TO TAKE AN IMITATION. 
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FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


CHAMPAGNE. 


“ WELCOME ALWAYS, KEEP IT HANDY, 
GRANT'S MORELLA CHERRY BRANDY.” 


Of all Dealers Keware of lmitations 
Manufactured by 
T. GRANT & #086, MAIDSTONE 


ROYAL CHARTER 


A Choice TOBACCO in Packets only, 


of Tobacconists, &c., or the 
Sole Manufacturers, 


M. & R. PEACOCK, 
KINCSLAND ROAD, LONDON. 


TORPID LIVER 


POSITIVELY CURED 
BY THESE LITITLe 
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atile ted bold by all Chemists, or sent by post 


SMALL PILL. SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE. 


Liuetrated Pamphiet (ree 


British Depot. 4, Holborn Viaduct. London, E.C 


A LUXURY FOR SHAVING 
Wicheat Seap, Water, or Brash, 
As. OF ALLHAIRDRESSERS, CHEMISTS, Ac. 
Wholesale: R. HOVENDEN & Sons, 
Bereers St. W.. and City Ra.. E.C. London. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI—Fesavary 2, 1889. 


oars * hn: aa PISTOL takes the Colt and RATHBONE PLACE, W. 
i Winehesicr Mag tine kif Cartrige. 4: cal SAVCRY & MOORE, 
COLTS HOUSE POCKET REVOLVER, 

















Gold Medal, RES Paris, 1878. USED IN THE ROYAL WURSER: 
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LUGGAGE, PASSENGER, 4c. ‘ 
For HOTELS, MANSIONS, ec 
gare SINGLE ACTION DINWER and INVALID LIFTs. 


VOLVER. as seopied vy ine United | CLARK, BUNNETT &CO.,Lim.,| in Tins, 1s, 26,60. and 10s. ac, 


Govern 






























a ieeetac ac. EXSHAW & CO.'S|__s2 sve senrenin 








ARRELLED 6HOT 
Lie MAGAZIOE RIFLES, for i FI NES LD BRANDY WwW ° : 
ey srs Fries Last tn tree ot os a Canes ws eporiag. MIL ARDS NEED 4 
OLT'S FIRFARMS Coté. Ps Me l.lendeon 3 W Tw Srstusees & Oo 28, Kegrnt Street, W 














CALYX P4 fist: 


>... THE TRUE FRIEND f+ Tansa * 
Aas ee. Colys-Eyed, Seohen e 
| OF EVERY FAMILY. vans the = 





WASHFORD MILLS, REDDIT 
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Street, London, 


JENSEN'S | = AVICHY 


PRIZE MEDAL | GRANDE-GRILLE,"uziex 
CELESTINS, ween" Sa 


os HOPI TAL, For 8tomach Complais’s 
HAUTERIVE. An excellent Tas ©. 
INGRAM & BOYLE, 52, Farringdon Steet, U 
OIL. 


CHILDREN LIKE IT! 


TASTELESS. 
DIGESTIBLE. 
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Sold only in 
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Bottles. 












ecm Most eat covereiae and precious weed that ever 
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